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Author's Notes: 
This one I've had on hold for ages, I've no idea if anybody else gets anything out of the idea haha But if you 


do enjoy it, please do read and leave a comment so I'll know! :) 


‘| can't bloody walk in these sodding things..!' bellowed Bruce, stumbling and tripping over his own feet as he 
roared with hearty laughter. 


Nicko was bent over in half, clutching his stomach and sounding as if he might choke to death, howling like a 
drunken hyena. Adrian was snickering wildly, eyes bright with amusement. Dave was staring at Bruce with an 
expression of utter defeat, but even he couldn't keep himself from laughing along. The singer's dimples flashed 
full force as he proceeded to nearly crash into the snacks booth on his way through the dim lit room. 


The sight itself would have been bizarre to any ordinary person; a wasted Bruce trying his damndest to walk in 
stiletto heels that were two sizes too small and so high that most women would have difficulty mastering 
them. But that wasn't even the worst part. Two days prior to the occasion, the boys had struck a deal. Two 
days before Halloween, and Bruce had found himself facing the short end of the stick. Losing the bet, he'd had 


no choice but to take on the embarrassing task of dressing up for the big road crew party - wearing a proper 


nurse's outfit. A skimpy one, at that. 


So there he was, the lead singer of Iron Maiden - considered one of the most metal people to walk the Earth - 
clad in a too short, too revealing nurse's dress. It clung to his body like a second skin, snug around his waist 
and the sinfully low neckline exposing his forest of chest hair, framing it with an outline of white lace. Perched 


on his head and slightly unevenly tilted was the little hat that came with the outfit, and his long hair fell in 


messy strands across his shoulders. 


More than a little drunk, the singer's face seemed to glow with a red flush and his eyes sparkled wickedly. 
Stockings were necessary to accentuate his meaty thighs, but one garter seemed to have snapped and caused 
the right one to sag down below knee area Its twin bore wear and tear holes already. Everyone was having the 
time of their lives, pointing fingers in amusement and hardly surprised by Bruce's crazy antics. He was always 
the class clown, the entertainer, the jester. The getup almost seemed natural on him despite the way half his 
ass remained visible beneath the too short skirt, revealing that he had gone all the way and was wearing what 
must have been a pair of lace panties underneath the garment. Only the band knew the true story behind the 


costume. Really, the only one who wasn't laughing seemed to be Steve. 


The bassist remained rooted to the ground, clutching his beer bottle tightly. his dark eyes never left the other 
man, following him across the room as he made small talk with random people. Most of it disolved into giggle 
fits as Bruce was too drunk to even speak coherently, much less be taken seriously in his unconventional 
outfit. Yet, the older man continued to stare, no smile as much as grazing his lips, eyes hidden behind wild 
chestnut brown curls. He watched as Bruce accidentally fell onto the couch and landed in Dave's lap, the blonde 
flustered and hurrying to help Bruce up. He watched as the singer finally gave in and kicked his shoes off 
although the act did nothing to aid his crisscross walking pattern. Steve took a deep breath and straightened 


the collar of his vampire cape as finally, the younger man came his way, a bright white grin on his face. 


‘Hilo, Harry.. bloo'y great night, innit..2" slurred the smaller man, swaying dangerously where he stood, almost 


making Steve dizzy just by watching him. 


Only that wasn't the bother, Steve found as he ground his teeth together, his jaw clenching. He wanted to be 
mad, he wanted to throw a fit for having Bruce parade around in a fucking nurse's dress as if it was the most 
normal thing in the world. No, what bothered him was the way the sight made him feel. The way it aroused 
him, lust coiling at the pit of his belly and at the base of his spine. The way it made his pupils widen, his cock 
twitch, his breath short. This was Bruce, the same man he had known for almost three years now. The same 
man he'd butt heads with every which way over the tiniest disagreements, the one who was stubborn as a 


mule and just never knew when to shut the fuck up. 


But suddenly, Steve saw everything in a new light. The way the silky auburn hair seemed so smooth and soft 
to the touch. The way those pink plump lips stuck out, pouty and deliciously kissable. The way those big amber 
eyes sparkled, long lashes batting as the singer blinked. The way that toned, muscular torso hinted beneath the 
white fabric, dark hair springing forth. It didn't help that Bruce appeared to have an almost hourglass figure, 


or that his legs were fleshed out and so much more inviting than any woman's Steve had ever been poised 


between. The bassist did his best to shake the mental image of himself buried between Bruce's spread eager 
legs out of his head, but to no avail. The vision remained burnt into his mind, and it only served to egg him on 


more, taking his desire to great new levels. 


‘Yeah, it's quite the merry occasion, | s'pose. See yer ‘avin’ a swell time entertainin' the crowd, or wotever,’ 
Steve mumbled, attempting to make small talk without giving himself away, despite the way his voice trembled. 


‘Ah, yeah! Everybody's so fucking worked up, | can't bloody believe it! | rather happen to fancy your outfit by 
the way, the singer winked, a naughty smirk on his lips. ‘You make quite the dapper vampire: 


Steve blushed, pursing his lips and ducking his head, another spark running down his spine. He'd never known 


how to take a compliment, and his predicament at the moment didn't exactly offer any assuage. 


For the occasion, Steve had picked something simpleHe hadn't really had any ideas for his getup, and when 
Lorraine - his sweet wife - had suggested he should go as a vampire when he called her for support, he'd 
decided on it. In honour of the night, he was sporting black silk pants, black dress shoes with white gaiters and 
a baggy ITth century esque collared shirt. It was unbuttoned fairly low underneath the purple waist coat. His 
long hair was pulled back in a low ponytail and over his shoulders he wore a full length black vampire cape with 
red inner lining. Always one to go all out, he'd made sure to wear several fancy rings on his fingers and even a 
crucifix necklace around his neck for fun. His face was white, kudos to several thick layers of powder, and he 


wore fake fangs to top it all off. 


‘Thank ye, | s'pose..' the bassist mumbled shyly under his breath, trying not to ogle the smaller man when he 
shifted and a dark nipple hinted from beneath the impossibly low neckline of his dress. 


‘You're welcome. | suppose we both took the masquerade theme quite literally, eh? 


Steve nodded, and looked around. There were of course more guests who had decided to go all out. Rod was 
dressed up as a Western sheriff, and was doing his best John Wayne impression, pressing the fact that 
tonight, he would only be referred to as The Duke. Dave had dressed up as the Joker, surprising everyone with 
his elaborate outfit and even the fact that he'd sprayed temporary green dye in his blonde hair. Then there 
was Nicko who was simply wearing a pair of swimming trurks with a bathrobe and some shades, saying he was 
a wealthy playboy. And Adrian, who had pulled a plastic bag over his normal getup and addressed he was a 
trash bag. 


Steve however almost yelped when Bruce suddenly swayed and bumped into him, the singer giggling wildly as he 
looked down at his tangled ankles. He was definitely out of it, looking up at the older man with a toothy grin, 
wonky teeth on full display. 


‘Sorry mate, can't seem to keep my bloody feet on the ground tonight, he laughed mischievously, clearly 


aware of the double meaning. 


Steve however wasn't taking so lightly on it, instead he swallowed with an audible gulp as his cock twitched in 


his pants. Bruce's small callused hand rested dangerously low on the basist's belly, clinging to the bottom of 
the waistcoat Steve was wearing as he struggled to keep his balance and straighten up. 


‘You're always this quiet with your ladies, Harry? You could at least offer me a bloody beer, the singer 
pouted, still batting his dleaming eyes at Steve as he licked his plump pink lips. 


Steve nodded, scowling just for a moment, unable to look away from Bruce's face. He looked undeniably pretty, 
not in a feminine manner whatsoever, but more in the charming boyish sense. With his flushed cheeks, and wild 
hair. Pulling back and making sure the singer could stand straight on his own two feet, the bassist moved 
towards the snacks booth to find the other man that beer. He wasn't sure why he was doing it, and cursed as 
he tried to walk normally, doing his best to cover up his half hard cock in the process. It was embarrassing 
and he felt almost scared of the way his body was reacting to seeing bloody Bruce of all people dressed in a 
slutty outfit. But Steve didn't get farther than accross the room to the table until he felt the warmth of 
another body press up against his side, and when he turned his head to the side, there was Bruce in his 
ruffled nurse's outfit, the skirt riding up higher for each time he saw him. 


‘Sorry.. got bloody lonely over there, the singer shrugged, giggling again and extracting the beer Steve had 


been reaching for from out of his hand, fingers brushing in the process. 


Steve simply gaped, taking a moment to collect himself. Part of him wanted to shove the smaller man away 
out of fear, but the other half of him wanted more closure. As Bruce got heavier, the bassist grabbed a 
silent hold of the younger man and pulled him aside, telling himself it was only for fear the table might topple 
over if they were to lean both their weights onto it, but deep down he knew it was only an excuse. The pair 
staggered out into the hallway, near the door at the backside of the builiding the party was being held at. The 
door was half cracked open and allowed for a chilly breeze to creep into the area, and Steve figured it might 
help the singer sober up partially where he aided him to lean against the nearest wall. Still, as the bassist 
glanced down and spotted the hemline of the frilly dress riding high to exposed part of Bruce's lacy underwear, 
he exhaled shakily. 


‘Like what you see? 


Flinching, Steve quickly looked away, a deep crimson flush flooding his cheeks. He was getting annoyed, and didn't 
particularly wish to be called out on his odd attraction 


“Ardly: 


‘I've seen you fucking ogling me all night, Harry. Are you too much of a bloody coward to admit it? the singer 


retorted, rolling his amber eyes before a smug grin spread over his face. 


Steve kept his head turned away, but couldn't fight back the full body shudder surging through him when he 
heard the younger man moan quietly. Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed Bruce wriggling, and before he 
could stop himself, his gaze was going in that direction He bit his bottom lip as he laid eyes on the smaller 
man, stifling a gasp. 


Bruce's eyes were halfway shut, his lips parted and wet. One hand had slipped into his neckline, fingers combing 
through the bushy chest hair to pinch a perked purple nipple. The other was busying itself stroking the inside 
of the singer's own thick thigh, just below the curve of his heavy balls. Steve's pupils widened in the wink of an 


eye, swallowing his irises whole and Bruce took notice, licking his lips coyly and moaning a little louder. 


‘Wot the ‘ell are ye doin’..2!' Steve breathed, finding he was out of breath as the crotch of his pants tightened, 
his cock beginning to throb at the sight of Bruce's shameless display. 


‘The fuck does it look like? 


Steve didn't know what was expected of him, so he stood rooted to the floor, chest heaving as he panted 
briefly. His eyes were dazed, his balls pulling up but he wouldn't act upon it. Instead he stubbornly curled his 
fists at his sides, watching as the younger man amped himself up. The bassist glanced down to catch how 
Bruce slipped two fingers behind his balls, rubbing the erogenous zone until his cock was tenting his flimsy 
underwear, stretching the lace to the max. He knew Bruce would get horny when drunk, he'd witnessed it, but 


never before targeted at him as a form of seduction 


‘Come here.’ the singer moaned, stretching his free hand out for the taller man, fingertips grazing Steve's 


sharp jawline briefly. 


It made the bassist shudder, and almost as if following an invisible pull, he inched closer to the younger man. 


He felt Bruce's callused wide palm press to the side of his long neck, the flesh tingling at the physical contact. 
‘Bite me.. 


Steve almost snarled, gritting his teeth when he saw the lustful haze in Bruce's eyes; the singer tipping his 
head to the side as an invitation, exposing his pulse point. The bassist couldn't resist the overwhelming urge to 
lean in, their faces mere inches apart as he breathed in the strong scent of male musk, too much cologne and 
booze reeking off of the smaller man. That, and the powerful smell of arousal that made the room buzz with 
desire. Then both of Bruce's hands grabbed a sudden, rough hold of the bassist's firm ass cheeks, squeezing 
them tightly as he pulled the older man in until their crotches molded. The sensation of Bruce's hard cock 
pressing against his own made Steve growl low in his chest, the singer nudging his nose with his own. As hot 
breath bathed the taller man’s lips, he finally caved into tempation, closing the gap between them as he 
devoured Bruce's full pink lips. 


An electrical bolt of lust wracked the older man's frame as he tasted the smaller man's mouth, tongues 
twining and fighting for dominance. The kiss was rough and violent, greedy while their teeth clashed. Steve's 
hands came up out of their own accord to tangle their long fingers in Bruce's soft silky hair, grabbing ahold of 
the singer's jaw as his tongue continued to assault the man's mouth. Bruce tasted mostly of booze, the hard 
bulky planes of the man's body nothing like the smooth feminine curves the bassist was used to. But it did 
nothing to diminish his arousal, rather it spured him on, and when Bruce began to roll his hips against him; 


Steve was quick to respond and grind his own pulsing hardon right back against him. 


Grunting, Steve's right hand dropped to rub its thumb over and around the nipple that had slipped out above 
the hem of Bruce's neckline, feeling the younger man shudder each time he passed it. He was almost surprised 
though, when one of Bruce's legs bent and came up to hook over the back of his thigh; rutting its heel 
forcefully against the overly sensitized area behind Steve's legs from behind. It made his breathing hitch, made 
it difficult to breathe while maintaining the intensity of the fervent kiss. Still, the singer was the first to break 
away, gasping for breath; his full lips even plumper now when swollen and he quickly dove back in to nip at the 
bassist's thinner ones. The taller man moaned softly, his free hand going up and down the side of Bruce's waist, 
then his back and down to the curve of his ass; feeling the warm flesh beneath the hem of the frilly skirt and 
running his palm along the length of the singer's thigh. 


"Bite me, Steve.." Bruce moaned again, both hands kneading the bassist's firm perky ass now, before he let one 
run up the older man's strong back to cling to the back of his neck, fumbling to free Steve's wild curls from 


the rubberband that kept them secured. 


Meanwhile, the bassist kept his eyes shut as he kissed his way along Bruce's stubbled jawline to the soft skin 
behind the smaller man's ear, nibbling the skin and listening to the mewls of approval the other man was 
spilling. Then, he followed the pulsepoint all the way down to the junction of neck and shoulder before baring his 
teeth and giving in to the singer's request, biting down hard enough to draw blood and leaving a dark purple 
bruise in his wake. The smaller man yelped and purred in satisfaction, his body jolting against the slimmer man 


as Steve sucked the spot, making sure to mark his territory with a dark hickey. 


With a low moan, Steve trembled when his hair was finally freed and Bruce ran his fingers through the thick 
dark curls, tugging at them hard enough to make his scalp burn just a bit. It felt so good, made his cock 
twitch and he instinctively pressed his body closer to the other man, increasing the friction as he adjusted the 
angle and began to rut eagerly against the singer. He picked his head up, chest heaving as he watched Bruce's 
face contort in pleasure. His eyes were shut, lips hanging open and quivering. His brow was slightly creased, his 
nose scrunched up just a bit and his cheeks flustered. His disheveled straight bangs clung to his forehead and 
droplets of salty sweat trailed down his temples. The bassist couldn't resist the urge to lean in and drag his 
tongue over the singer's exposed cheekbone to taste a couple of them; the musky tang making wires of desire 
shoot through his limbs and pool into his crotch. 


"Lemme." Bruce interrupted and Steve almost tensed up as he felt the smaller man shift, until a pair of 


fumbling hands dropped to hurriedly work the button and zipper of his dress pants open 


Forcing himself to part their hips just a tad, their balls still pushing together, Steve tried not to quiver 
uncontrollably when his hardon bounced free from its prison. He'd worn no underwear, and now it pointed 
skywards, thick and swollen, complete with a fat glob of precum beading at the slit in the head. Bruce's 
expression turned positively wanton, a downright filthy gleam in his eye and he smirked naughtily as he closed 
one hand around the length, giving it a slow teasing stroke that made the bassist's hips stutter forwards out 


of their own accord. 


"Bloody hell, you never told me you were this well-hung.." laughed Bruce huskily, brushing the pad of his 


thumb over the very tip as he pulled the foreskin back. 


Steve had to bite back a whimper, putting one palm flat against the wall for support and burying his face at 
the side of the younger man's neck. It felt nothing like a female hand, sure Bruce's hands were relatively small 


but rougher and more knowing; the slow lazy strokes just right as they smeared the precum evenly along the 


full length. 
"You can touch me too, you know." 


Steve felt almost ashamed and bashful when he'd nearly forgotten all about Bruce's pleasure, his head 
swimming when the singer wouldn't hold up and he reached down with his free hand to pull the flimsy 
underwear of Bruce's aside, his cock springing free almost immediately. It was thick and smooth as satin, and 
when the bassist closed his fist around it; he could feel it pulse in his grip, warm and straining. The low, 
throaty moan that fled Bruce's throat when he gently squeezed the base made Steve's legs wobble beneath 
him, hips jerking forwards as he thrust into the singer's fist that was beginning to build a steady pace. 


Not wanting to be the lesser man, the bassist began to work his own fist up and down to match the strokes, 
trying hard to focus on the task as he was getting closer and closer to the edge. Their legs were tangled 
together, Bruce's free arm coming around the older man’s neck to anchor himself; trapped between Steve's 
lithe agile body and the concrete wall. Then, in the spur of the moment, the older man let go of the smaller's 
length to grab ahold of the junction of Bruce's ass and thighs. Immediately getting the hint, the singer wrapped 
both arms tightly around Steve's neck and bent his legs to hook them over the bassist's hips while he was 
lifted up off the ground. 


Their bare cocks rubbed together, velvet smooth and sticky with fluid as their bodies once again molded. 
Devouring the side of the singer's neck that he had already marked, Steve began to thrust against the other 
man, as if he would have been fucking him. Bruce tipped his head back in approval and let out a too loud, 
guttural groan that echoed through the corridor and it was almost a miracle nobody had caught them out in 
the open this way yet, so exposed. Still, the bassist didn't even think along those lines, his mind foggy with 
impending climax as he ground his cock into Bruce; feeling the singer roll his hips right back at him. The feel of 


another rock hard shaft rutting against his own was foreign but overwhelming. 


Their pace was getting frantic, falling out of rhythm and sync, and Steve almost feared his legs might give out 
- or that he'd drop the singer. He felt his balls tighten, felt them pull up; felt his cock begin to twitch 
uncontrollably. He felt the liquid heat of pleasure turning into a ball of orgasm that dropped into his groin, 
breathing heavily against the side of Bruce's neck and into his ear. The singer himself, crossed his ankles 
behind the small of the older man's back, forcing him even closer, mouth searching blindly until it found 


Steve's earlobe and bit down, tugging at it before blowing into the shell. 


Steve tensed up, the surge running down his spine and spreading all the way into his fingertips as his climax 
washed over him, moaning Bruce's name in a raspy tone. It seemed to set the younger man off as well, and 
Steve felt his balls empty when Bruce jolted against him; hot warm cum soiling both the bassist's dress shirt 
and the frills of Bruce's mini skirt. Barely able to stand on his own two legs as his muscles began to quake, 


Steve did his best to hold the smaller man up while Bruce put his unsteady feet on the ground; his breathing 
still ragged and uneven. They clung to one another for support so as not to topple over, Bruce's fists now 
clutching at Steve's shoulders while the older man held steadily onto the sides of the singer's waist. 

Felt good, eh..?" Bruce finally panted once he'd somewhat managed to catch his breath. 

"Yeah." Steve breathed with a meek nod, a sort of almost guilt beginning to sink in. 

"S'good.. | suppose we can't go back to the party looking like this." 


"Spose not." 


"Let's go back to my suite and clean up a bit?" the singer suggested, still visibly drunk but a little more 


coherent despite his powerful orgasm. 


Steve could only nod along, blushing hard as he stepped back to regard the white stains soiling Bruce's getup as 
well as his own pants and waistcoat. But he got no time to overthink it when the smaller man came closer to 


cup his cheek and place a chaste kiss on his lips. 


